"Thank you. Fm all right. It's quite all right Thank
you «. . thank you ... thank you. . . ."
Close before her eyes were his hands that she knew so
well from lectures and experiments. Along the back of
the right hand there ran a broad, whitish, scarred patch—•
the remains of a corrosive burn. She was so overtired,
starved and weakened that she just let herself go and,
between tears and words of thanks, simply pkced her
lips on this scar and kissed the Professor's hand.
This was more than embarrassing. Ambrosius pre-
tended that he had not noticed it, but he drew his hands
away and thrust both of them in his trouser pockets,
where they would be safe for the time being. However,
Helene was now relieved, eased in mind, almost happys
and she regained her composure.
" Will you be coming to the lectures again to-morro*w ?
I shall be talking on pyridin," said Ambrosius.
** Yes, of course. I have missed quite enough already,"
Helene answered sensibly.
It was only then that she realised how indescribably
tired she was* Her eyes closed and the walls of the
compartment started a kind of dance.
The Professor saw what was happening.
" You ought to try and sleep now, otherwise you won't
be fit for the lecture to-morrow," he said with authority.
Fraulein Willfuer protested against this inwardly, for
she wanted to savour the pleasure of this journey to-
gether to the full, and with all her senses alive. But
although she protested inwardly, she was already lying
back in her comer and quite suddenly she went to sleep
like a tired child. The little felt hat slipped to one side,
her head sank back, and the light fell full on her straight,
clear forehead and her upturned throat. Her eyelids were
closed under her strong eyebrows, and her parted mouth
looked very young and, as she slept, full of gentleness.

